THE DAILY NEWS ______ B ..... y_E_m_m_e_t _O_'L_u_nn_e....,y As I am walking through the elaborate entrance of the Grand Central Station Terminal, thoughts of a glorious day fill my head. Nevertheless, my fatigued legs are painful reminders that I have been journeying through the Big Apple.
We are now entering the underground. The revolting stench of urine permeates the air. Vagabonds and runaways populate the long, dark hallways leading to the subways. Messianic prophets, wearing long, white robes, are handing out literature and screaming messages of doom. l.Jp ahead on the right is a newspaper stand. The newspaper stands in the underground provide and sell less desirable material. I buy the evening edition of the Daily News. ' I would like to call home, but I just can't seem to find a telephone with a receiver. It would be comforting to use the toilet facilities, but I think it is best to wait.
I enter the line to buy a token. It is very difficult to communicate to the illiterate clerk through two inches of bullet-proof glass. I pass my crumbled dollar bill through a slot and in return I receive a beaten, worn token. I don't know why I bother to pay when everybody else jumps the turnstiles.
Finding a spot to stand in anticipation for the arrival of the train is a very strategic decision. I am looking around for a suitable location. I just found it. My back is against the wall. One hand grips the handle of my shopping bag and the other lies by my side. I now feel comfortable, well, as comfortable as I am going to get.
The downtown train is just entering the station. As the train comes to a halt, the anxious commuiters enter and exit the subway cars. Within fifteen seconds the train is already on its way to the infinite darkness of the approaching tunnel.
My attention turns to the remaining commuters who will be traveling with me uptown. There are many businessmen wearing paisley ties, tan raincoats, and black loafers. There is a pregnant woman in distress as she tries to hold onto her four innocent children. Of course, there are panhandlers walking around searching for gulible targets. There is a bum lying on the one bench in this station. I might add that he is lying in a most awkward position, draped in discolored newspaper.
I am interrupted from that thought and drawn to two sleazy looking women who have begun to argue. I find out from an old woman nearby that they are fighting over a missing dollar bill. It seems that bpth of the women involved share the name "Bitch." Isn't that interesting? The fightihg is becoming intense. They are grabbing each other by the throat, pulling hair and scratching. I move towards them for a better view. I am by the edge of the tracks. The entire crowd begins to cheer them on. I have never seen two people express so much hatred towards each other. They brush by me and roll onto the tracks. The commuters are quiet now. It is no longer entertaining. The two continue to fight. There is blood on their faces. The smaller woman is beginning to show her exhaustion. In a last effort to break free from the engulfing arms of her enemy she jerks backward, and trips onto the third rail. The station lights dim. Her pannick-stricken face remains frozen as her body shakes violently and begins to glow. After what seems like minutes, her lifeless body falls onto the tracks. The scent of burning flesh fills the station. I am standing here motionless, feeling somewhat responsible for her death. I can't move. The other woman turns around, trembling. Her eyes meet mine. She begins to scream and heads off towards the infinite darkness of the approaching tunnel.
